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the glade carpeted with steel-blue hyacinths, I
love to walk on country roads or by woodland
paths, on a rain-drenched day of summer, when
the sky is full of heavy inky clouds, and the
earth smells fresh and sweet; I love to go
briskly homeward on a winter evening, when
the sunset smoulders low in the west, when the
pheasants leap trumpeting to their roosts, and
the lights begin to peep in cottage windows.
Such joys as these are within the reach of
every one ; and to call the country dull because
one has not the opportunity of hitting and
pursuing a little white ball round and round
among the same fields, with elaborately con-
trived obstacles to test the skill and the temper,
seems to me to be grotesque, if it were not
also so distressing.
I cannot help feeling that games are things
that are appropriate to the restless days of boy-
hood, when one will take infinite trouble and
toil over anything of the nature of a make-
believe, so long as it is understood not to be
work ; but as one gets older and perhaps wiser,
a simpler 'and quieter range of interests ought
to take their place. I can humbly answer for
it that it need imply no loss of zest ; my